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One 


Author's Notes: 
There is one more chapter after this. 


WARNING: Some people might be a little disturbed about what is implied. But please wait till | finish it before 


you pass judgement. 


| don't know how | got stuck in this situation This was completely out of my element and | was feeling very 
uncomfortable. | remembered the vague promise of booze and drugs. Must have been wasted when | took 


them up on the offer, because now | was regretting being here. 


| stared at the little demon. Kids. What did | know about them? They smelled, they screamed, and they scared 
the crap out of me. This one was being fairly calm, though. He was playing with his toy cars and not giving me 
a second thought. 


Babysitting? Me? It felt so wrong. | was like the drunk uncle. Kids were normally scared of me, but that was ok 
‘cause | was uneasy or around them. | always hated the way they would stare. Their big eyes just peering at 
you, looking into your soul. | couldn't stand that. Then they'd always say something very observant such as 
"Geepers, you got alotta hair" or "I like your hat. Are you a clown?" 

Dylan was different, though. He would have to be. After all, look at his upbringing. His mom was a psycho bitch 
and he had no father. And Axl as a would be step-dad? Well, all | could say was | felt sorry for the kid You 
couldn't tell that it was affecting him all that much. But | was no child expert. All | knew was that he was a lot 
quieter then my little cousins. And I've never seen him laugh; he smiled a lot, though. 

| stretched back in my chair and watched him play. He was making the cars go over some imaginary jump and 
then crash onto the rug. Taking another swig of beer | decided to at least make conversation with him. If we 
were stuck together all afternoon at least we could bond or some shit. But what do you say to a six year old? 
We had nothing in common and | wasn't so sure how | felt about playing with him. 

"Hey, Dylan? What are you doing?" 

"Playing cars," he answered matter-of-factly. He didn't even bother to look up. 

"Are they racing?" 

"No." 


There was an uncomfortable silence. Well, at least on my end. I'm sure Dylan wasn't even paying attention to 


me. This kid was harder to communicate with than Axl. No, forget that.but it was a close race. 

"You like cars, Dylan?" 

nae 

"Want me to play with you?" 

He looked up at that and a strange shadow seemed to pass over his face. "No," he whispered. *No, thank you. 


| raised an eyebrow at this, but was pretty sure | was imagining things. "So, Dylan," | said, trying to start up 
the conversation again. "What do you want to do after you play cars?" 


He looked back down again. "Nothing." 
This was going to be a long afternoon. "You don't want a snack? Chips? Soda? Apple juice?" 


"No thank you.” 


"You're just gonna play cars all day by yourself?" 
"Yes," he said, bluntly. 


| took another swig and shrugged. This kid was something else. Even | knew something was wrong. "Dylan, | said 


I'd play with you?" 
"No," he hissed, looking almost frightened. "Please, | don't want you to." 


Somewhere warning bells went off, this was very abnormal. | might not have been the most social child, but | 


wasn't scared like this. "Why not? Why can't | play with you. | like cars." 
He grabbed his two toy cars and got to his feet. "I like playing alone." He started to walk away but | grabbed 
his arm. | immediately wish | hadn't. The look he gave me was one of sheer terror. "Let me go!" He howled. 


"Please! You're hurting me!" 


| knew | wasn't holding on to him that hard but | let him go anyway. Dylan fell to the floor clutching his toy 
cars. "| don't want to play with you!" 


"Dylan, I'm sorry..l.) didn't mean to hurt you." He stayed silent, his huge brown eyes looking up at me. 
"Um..what's wrong? Can you tell me, buddy? I'm sorry..you just play all you want. | won't bother you." 


He continued to watch me. And | was getting uncomfortable. Something was nagging at me, but my fuzzy 
alcohol-addled brain wasn't letting me think straight. "Do you always play alone, Dylan?" 


"No." 
"Does your Mom play with you?" 

"Maybe..a little." 

"Do you have friends? Do they play with you." 

"Maybe..a little." 

"How about Axl?" 

He clutched his car close to him. "Yes, sometimes..a little bit" 
"Do you like playing with him?" 


My blood froze as he started to cry. "No," he whimpered. "He's bad, very bad." 


"What do you mean, Dylan" 

"Not cars." He began to play with his toys again, acting as if | wasn't there. 

| sat back and stared at the wall. "Dylan, itll be ok" But | wasn't so sure who | was trying to convince. 
What do you say to that? 


| finished my bottle and tossed onto the floor. | watched it as it rolled under the couch, disappearing from 
sight. 


"Dylan? Can | ask you one more question, buddy?" 

He looked up, but was silent 

"H-how does he.play with you?" | asked, my voice cracking. "What do you guys play?" 
He thought about this for awhile before shaking his head. "Not cars” 

"He plays something else?" 

ies 

"What?" 

With a sudden outburst he hurled his cars away. "No! Stop it! 

‘Listen, buddy, | was just trying. 


He stood up and looked me square in the eye before bringing his finger to his lips. "ts a secret. A secret 


game." 


| felt so sick | had to get up and stagger towards the bathroom. The worst possible scenarios were running 


through my head. 


Fuck, Axl. Why must you corrupt everything in your life? 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
The next chapter will be the last. hope. 


| hated this dream. 


| was playing with my toy cars, driving them up and down the railings. They were racing to the sound of a 


screaming crowd. But | drop one of the cars and the game ends. | reach down to pick it up and hear footsteps. 
| know its only a dream but I'm so terrified anyway. | wish | could just wake up. 

"Billy, what are you playing?" 

"With my cars, they're racing.” 

"Can | play?" 

Oh, Help me! Wake me up! 

"Ok 

"Lets play a different game. What do you say, Billy?" 

No! Not that! Stop! 

"Ok 


It hurts, its only a dream. Fuck, the pain is so very real. | can feel him so clearly. Sharp and driving, mind and 


body screaming out. 
| hate this game! 


And then l'm left alone. | stir from my sleep and sit up. Gasping for air as | clutch the bed sheets. I'm dripping 
with sweat and my body is shaking so hard my teeth chatter. 


Almost every fuckin’ night this happened! 


| throw off the covers and leave Stephanie alone. The bitch doesn't care anyway, thinks I'm crazy. She doesn't 
understand. No one does. 


| leave the bedroom and start down the hall. My breathing is becoming normal again, but the fear is still as 


fresh as it ever was. And it still hurts. It was a nightmare, but it makes my skin crawl. 
There is a sound coming from Dylan's room. | gently push open the door. "Dylan? You alright?" 
He sits up in bed and stares at me. "Couldn't sleep, I'm not tired." 

| go over and sit down on the bed next to him. "Me either." 


| love this kid If there is anybody | can relate to it would be him. Its like seeing a piece of myself, really. A far 


distant relic of the past. | was a child once, not so very long ago. In many ways | still am. 
"Dylan, you want to play?" | pick him up and set him on my lap. Fuck, history repeats itself. 
He doesn't answer me right away, only shrugs his shoulders. 


"Alright, buddy. Let's play our little game." 


